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4 — 
A. 


PREFATORY ADDRESS. 


3 
» % 


D n 1 
O Miſtreſs Sax cs TRR, now at Number Eight, 
*'Tis by the New St. Luke's that's built of late, 


At Old-freet-end you'll find the Dame's abode, 
In Winkworth's-buildings, on the City Road. | 


A r © OG: 
. FS 
I HOPE, dear Madam, you will not be vex'd, 
Becauſe you find your name to this affix'd ; 
*Tis ſent by way of grateful recompence, 
But not deſign d to give the leaſt offence. 


— 


| III. 
I truſt your name is in the book of life; 
Nor have I us'd it here to gender ſtriſe: 
Take not this freedom in the leaſt ynkind, 
The poem's ſent to entertain your mind. 


= 
6 PREFATORY ADDRESS. 
Iv. 


The ſubje& matter is a work of grace, 

Which on a Saint in days of old took place ; 

The ſex—4 woman, and her ftature great; 
And to her ſex theſe lines I dedicate. 


PREMISED ENQUIRY, any CAUTION. 
15 | 


BUT if you aſk has I might have in view, 


And why I ſend this poem firſt to you; 
Or how I came to frame theſe whims of mine, 


; And puzzle you, from firſt to Jaſt, with rhyme. 
C 

Some people's heads are like a hive of bees, 
Whoſe brood ſent forth, the women ring to pleaſe. 


When Jeſus ſhines, the heart with love gets warm, 


'Tis then the head with thaughts begins to ſwarm. 
5 V 

Miethinks, you prize an old prolific hive, | 
And wiſh their young may both increaſe and thrive z 


_ You'd have the ſtocks be neither weak nor few, 
Bot would not wiſh 3 rung down [0 you. 


PREFATORY ADDRESS. y 
VII. 
A lion ſlain was once a hive for bees, | 
Againſt his ribs they built their cells with eaſe ; 


The mighty Saint, that ſlew the brute in ire, 
Soon after found an entertainment there. 


IX, 

That beaſt proclaims my former ſtate of mind, 

In which I roar'd againſt an Arm Divine; 

God ſlew the brute, and ſent the honey too, 
Or elſe this ſwarm had never fled to you. 0 


Tis by your means chis work is brought about, 
You ſhook the ſtand, and then the ſwarm went outs © 


At this my fault you muſt in love connive, 
| And mind. in future how you move the hive. 


INFORMATION. 
xl. 


*TWAS ona certain day I went from home, 
As hawking pedlars are ſo apt to roam; 
When I return'd, the time was rather late, 
My wife inform'd me what I now repeat. 
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s PREFATORY ADDRESS. 
XII, | | 


She ſaid —<* Here's been a 8 

And cloſe by us the driver made a ſtay: 

„% A little cart, drove by a little laſs, 

« Who at our houſe pull 1 in, and r the aſs. 


| XII. „ 
« She ſtraightly aſk*d—if . liv'd here, 


t But would not tell from whence ſhe came, nor 


« Where: 
ce She fetch'd this Lichen burden to my door, 
ce And then return'd the way ſhe came before,” 


7 | - XIV, 
We held a council, but could not deviſe. 
Who was the benefactor in diſguiſe; 


At laſt *twas ſettl'd, if conjectureꝰs true, | 
The lot we caſt - the ſentence fell to you. 


„ 
= neue equipage of cart and aſs 
Was ſomething like what Shunem brought to paſs; 


> #N% 


5 F If wrong conjectur'd, take it not amiſs ; 


To tell the * Poe * from this. 


XVI. 


My frothy head has often fell to rhyme, 
The work I ſtiff'd for the want of time 
Till Friday laſt appear'd a leiſure day, 


1 Ia which 1 a to ſend * ſwarm ſe. 


A = 


1 


PREFATORY ADDRESS. 9g 
XV. 
I meant, at firſt, to ſend my thoughts. to you, 
And not expoſe the fame to public view: 
I only meant to ſend an homely fare, oh 


And, with yourfelf, your other-ſelf a ſhare. 


XVII. 


nut ſo it fell, when 1 began to write, 

That heart and head brought many things to 1 lehe, 
Much more than J at firſt purpos'd to ſend, 
For I at night had thirty verſes penn'd. 


XIX, 


1 found TY entang di in a ſtraight, 
How I ſhould ſend this burden'd veſſel's freight 3 
And when conſtrain'd ſome other way to ſeek, 
*T was fix'd to write, and ſend it once a week. 


8 1 
Again, I thought a month might turn about 


Before I got this ſpringing matter out, 


While you, from day to day, might long to ſee 
The next epiſtle that might come from me. 


At laſt, I thought I'd ſend it from the preſs, 

But ſend my pious friend the firſt addreſs ; 

And after that, expoſe the whole to view, 
That others might be fed as well as you. 


B 


. r 


, 
o 
z 
| 
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10 PREFATORY ADDRESS. 
| XXII. 


Thus I 3 and fix'd ho ſcheme at laſt, 
And now preſent you with this ſtrange repaſt: 


Accept my preſent, let it not diſpleaſe; 
Be thou enlarg'd, and hive this ſwarm of bees. 


Methinks you aim'd to have your gift conceal'd, 
And not in public print to be reveal'd ; 
But women's pleas to men's replies give place— 


A prieſt may ſpeak where they muſt hold their peace. 


XXIV. 


Give my reſpects to your ſuperior lord, 
As you and him in things divine accord; 
If entertain'd with what I ſend to thee, 
I hope, in turn, you'll ſend a line to me. 


— 


EP + © OY | 
Forget me not when both engag'd in pray r, 
A prodigal return'd ſhould have a ſhare 
(God well approves of charity divine), 
And you, in turn, ſhall have a ſhare in mine. 


14 a 

| | 
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DIVINE POEM 
ON THE 


n b A 


I. 


HE choſen race, while in their native ſtate, 
Are ſtill preſerv'd, in Chriſt, to life, by fate 


% Jehovah's eve their various fieps ſorveys, 
J And lends his ſacred aid through all their ways. 


The diſtant ſpot, the time, and means decreed, 
When they ſhall hear, and chooſe the promis'd ſeed; 
| Their future huſbands? will ſhall be reveaFd, 
3 And they to love ſhall ſweet ſubjection yield. 
ö B 2 
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III. 

A pious matron, in the days of old, | 
A ſheep appointed for the Shepherd's fold, 

A woman great, the choſen Shunamite, | 

| Decreed, by fate, to be the Lord's delight, | 


+ . 


A prophet grave, upon a certain day, | 
By God's appointment was to paſs that way; 
Her feet were guided with this ſaint to meet, | 


And ſhe conſtrain'd the man of God to cat. 


v. 
The rev'rend fire with her requeſt complies; 
When God inclines, what ſervant e'er denies ? 
She ey d her gueſt his converſation heard, 
And, as ſhe thought, ſome rays divine appear'd; 


- She heard the bleſſing crav'd upon his food 
Obſerv'd his grave deport and heavenly mood ; 


With jealous eye his bliſsful ſtate admir'd; # | 
To know his God her OURS thoughts 198 'd, >} 


8 Vik:--. 9 2 
The time's arrivid—the prophet muſt depart; : 
Her gueſt ſhe loſes, and ſhe's loft her heart; | Þ 


His benediction faſtens on her mind, 
n man is gone, the maſter Lk behind, 
0 | 
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VIII. 


His word ſhe ponders, and his word conſtrues, 


And for a ſecond viſit often fues; 
The great Jehovah hears her mental pray'r, 
And moves his ſaint to pay his viſits there. 


IX. 


Her teeming mind no longer holds its own, 


She to her huſband makes the matter known z 
What ſhe obſerv'd and heard ſhe'll now declare, 
That be, her otber-ſelf, might have a ſhare, 


X. 


Behold, ſays ſhe, the things that I perceive, 


And with compliance my advice receive z 


Our tranſient gueſt, who Shunem's path has * 
. 1 . an ws man of Ged. | 


XI. 


| ] find:his ed cisetie Bus ti wand; 


And I'm inclin'd to build him ſome abode z 
Let vs, I pray, a little chamber make, 


Receive this ſervant for his Maſter's ſake. 


XII. 


I've 1 the denne furniture, and all, 


And think to fix it on that vacant wall; 
Pl /et a table, candleftick, and bed, 


That he may have whereon to lay his head. 
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XII. 
And it ſhall be, wheneꝰ er he comes this way, 
Tbat I'll invite him oftentimes to ſtay; 
In times of darkneſs, or inclement weather, 
I'll impartune, and make him turn in thither. 


XIV. 


We'll entertain Shim, and we'll Jadge him too, 

For who can tell what God for us may do? 

_ Obſerve his converſe, and his words attend, 
And we ſhall both be gainers in the end. 


ES os XV. 
My mind's impreſs'd to make this preparation, 


| - And I predict he'll uſe the habitation ; 
I Grant my requeſt—T'll own the impulſe vain, 
If his kind Maſter ſends him not again, 


To xVI. | 
The ſcheme's approv'd; the chamber's quickly rear'd, 
And when *twas furniſh'd then the fire Pur | 


Or, ſo it fell, that on à certain day, 
The Lord directed him once more Gat way. 


XVII. 


The pious dame beholds the prophet come, 
And with entreaties kindly aſk'd him home; 
She treats the man — he entertains her mind, 
She ſows her carnal things, and reaps divine. 


THE SHUNAMITE. a 


XVIII. 


They ſpend their eve, and FAR conclude with pray'r, 
The prophet ſues to leave a bleſſing there: 


The time arrives that nature calls for reſt, 


And to the room prepar'd ſhe leads her guelt. 


ED -» + 


The ſaint he follow'd where the matron led, 
Survey'd the chamber, furniture, and bed, 
Admir'd her quick diſpatch and tender care, 

And wonders much why ſhe ſhould want him there. 


xx. 


The prophet ponders on the myſtic ſcene, 
And wants to know what ſhe by this can mean, 
And why her lib'ral heart ſhould freely teem 

So many favours unimplor'd by him. 


XXI. 


My Maſter's hand is in this woman's ſcheme, 
For pious acts like theſe muſt flow from him: 
Shall then Jehovah's ſaint find food and bed, 
While ſuch a lib'ral hoſt goes unrepay'd ? 
Y xXxI. 
Shall ſervants travel at their Maſter's charge ? 
And will not God reward where he enlarge? 


Im entertain'd for my great Maſter's fake, 
And tis more bleſs'd to give than tis to take. 
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XXIII. 

u have her brought, to ſee what views ſhe hath, 

For I ſuſpe& this chamber's built in faith; Þ 


Ie find the bottom ere I ſleep to night 
Gehazi, go, and call this Shunamite ; | 


5 XXIV: | 
And when he's come do thou accoſt her thus : : 
What ſhall reward thy tender care for us? 
I do approve thy kindneſs done to-me, | 
And now ES what ſhall be done for thee, | 


\ 


| xxv. 


— 


I wiſh to know from whence thy motives ſpring ; 
Wilt thou that I commend thee to the king? 

Or haſt thou friends that would deſire a poſt, 

To act beneath the — of the hoſt? 


XXVI. 


1 wiſh no friend of mine with blood to ſport, 
Nor do I crave the pleaſures of a court; 
In earthly pomp let thoſe that chooſe excel, 
With my own people I'm content to divell, © 


XXVII. 


She gave her anfwer, and ſhe chen withdrew, 
And left the propher, that he might conſtrue © 
Her pious meaning, and her good intent, 
That no ſiniſter ends were ever meant. 
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XXV1IL 
The prophet wonders at her ſtrange reply, 
But can't as yet unfold the myſtery ; 


He eyes the room, he turns his thoughts about, 
And is reſolv'd to find this riddle out. 


He ſays—Gebaz:;, ſee this woman's tare, 
And tell me now what I ſhall do for her; 


I do ſuſpe& a work of grace begun, 
What's done to me, is to my Maſter done. 


= xxx. 
Gehazi anſwer'd—ſhe's a barren ſtyl'd, 
For I have heard ſhe never bore a child; 


Fer other-ſelf to nature's charms is cold, 
She can't expect a ſeed, her huſband's old. 


XXXI, 1” | 
A bins womb l her ſoul is 3 too, 1 
No fruit divine, -unleſs Jehovah woo : 4 


Sarah and Hannah — both their wombs were dead. 
And yet by faith they both conceiv'd and bred, 


XXXII. 


1 1 n ſuſpect a work of faith begun, | 
1 To ſtrepgthen which, I will predict a fon; wo | 
. The word may ſerve her feeble faith to lead 1 
To Iſra'l's hope the promisg'd woman's ſeed. | | 
ok c | | 
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XXXIII. 


The pregnant promiſe, God to Sarah gave, 
Stands good to all who in the Lord believe; 
Upon this word a thouſand hopes have ſtood, 
Which I'll repeat, and God ſhall make it need: 


XXXIV. 


The Word and Spirit God reveals to men, 
Is that by which the ſaints are born again; 
God now ſhall ſpeak his own immortal word, 
And ſhe by myſtic birth ſhall know the Lord. 


The prophet now conſtrues the matter plain, | 
And bids his ſervant call her up again | 


Her reputation ſhe ſhall now redeem, 
To nouriſh faith her barren womb ſhall teem. 


XXXVI. 


The ſervant calls her to the prophet” $ PREY : 
Or ſomewhat cloſer than ſhe ſtood before, 
And faid—zext ſeaſon, by the rules of life. 
Thou ſhalt appear the motber and the wife. 


XXXVII. 


She anſwer'd—nay, my lord, chou 1 man of Ga”. | 
If barrens bear, the world will think it odd; 
Soothe not thine handmaid in a falſe diſguiſe, 

Nor dare deceive, thou man of Cod, with lies. 
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XXXVIII. 


Thus unbelief appears with brazen brow, 

And contradicts the rev'rend prophet's vow ; 

The ſire's amaz'd, no promiſe he'll renew, 
But goes to bed—the Shunamite withdrew. 


XXXIX. 
Shall unbelief thus triumph over faith, 
And give the lie to what Jehovah ſaith ? 


Shall bold corruption ſhew her harden'd face, 
And countervail the promiſes of grace? - 


XL. 


' Shall carnal reaſon mount the judgment-ſeat ? 
Her huſband's age with various pleas repeat; 
Nay, give aſſent, believe the rev'rend fire, 


Let God be true, but every man a liar? 


XLI. 


The 1 left her i in her unbelief, 
Nor was the matron plunder'd by the thief; 
The word took hold, the barren ſhall conceive, 


God will be faithful, though we don't believe. 


Z 
The prophet knew the promiſe would prevail, 
What God himſelf declares can never fail; 
But views her bold reply with ſuch diſdain, | 
She muſt invite him ere he comes again. | 
7 
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XLIII. 


Her womb prolific, proves her undeceiv'd; 
- Her time's appointed, and ſhe then conceiv'd ; 
Her faith ſhall triumph in her pregnant womb, 
And in her heart ſhe finds a Saviour come. 


xlIIv. 


She ſets 2 ſeal, and owns Jehoval true, 
His myſtic work to wond' rous ends conſtrue; 
God's banner now to faith appears unfurl'd, 
And faith itſelf to overcome the world. 


1 XIV. 
She ponder'd oder how all was brought about, 
And bleſs'd the day ſhe found the prophet out, 
Her former thoughts appear with marks divine, * 
And * a prophecy fulfill'd in fine. 


XLVI. 


With joys divine ſhe wants the hour to come, 


For ſure her mind's as pregnant as her womb; 
The time's arriv'd, her nine months race is run, 


The contradicting handmaid bears a ſon. | 
yu. | 


Her ſoul is now inflam'd with e divine, | 
Bold unbelief is baniſh'd from her mind; 

5 dhe eyes the diſtant Saviour long decreed, 
And in hy oe beholds the woman” s FT es 
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XLVIII. 


The ſon from day to day in ſtature grows, 
So her affections to her Saviour flows; 

In days like theſe we too ſecurely ſtand, 
And ſeldom dream of troubles hard at hand, 


\ . 


XLIX. 


No pleaſing frames like theſe unmix'd abide, 
Her thriving faith muſt now again be try d; 
Or it ſhall fall, that on a certain day, 
The Lord that gave will furely take away. 


L. 
For io it fell, that when the child was grown, 
He'll ſee tbem reap the crop his fire had ſown; 
God ſmites the child, the child is feiz'd with dread, 
And to his father cries, My bead, my bead. 


LI. 
The father bids 4 lad, his ſervant, come, 
And orders him to take the darling home; 


| Convey him ſafe, of fault'ring ſteps beware, 
Commit the infant to bis mother's care. 


EW 3 LII. 

The tender mother plac'd him on her 
With tears bewails his violent diſeaſe; 
Requeſts the infant's life, but that's deny d 
She bolds bim up till noon, and then be & A. 
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LI. * 
Is this the bleſſing unimplor'd beſtow'd? 
Is this the great reward the ſaint avow'd ? 
Shall all my kindneſs be rewarded ſo? 
And am I 1 0 to weep a mother” 5 woe: 2 
; 1 
R 
Did I this infant of the prophet crave 9 
Nay—1 deny'd when he ſo freely gave; 
I bid the prophet not deceive with * 
11 did not aſk, nor yet expect a chin, 


L. 
And 5 1 man of God his room PEPE 
And on my grief does he diſdain to look? 


Since he the chamber has forſook and fled, b Mi 
Il lay the corpſe where he himſelf has laid, 


LVI.. 


Had 1 implor'd his ſon, I'd been content ; 
On anxious cares the rod is often ſent ; 

But I refus'd the offer when *twas made, | 
_ Yet I'm entangl'd, and the ptophet's fled, , 


LVII. 


But who e can aſt what God may d do ? 
His hand's divine, his promiſes are true; 
Why ſhould a reſurrection ſtrangely ſeemm 
The word that bid me bear may quicken him. 
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LVIIL. 


It was a promiſe quicken'd firſt my womb, 

And by a promiſe ſhall my Saviour come; 
And I conceive, as far as faith can pry, 
That in-this child I've ſeen my Saviour die. 


LIX. 


Die Jeſus muſt ! or elſe my hope is vain, 

Nor can he fave vnleſs he riſe again; 

Cheer up, my ſoul! expect this ſtrange ſurpriſe, 
For in my ſon I'll ſee my Saviour riſe, 


5 ih 
My faith in this is far from void of doubt, 
The prophet knows, and I will find him out; 


I'll make him come where he has lodg'd before— 
She puts the corpſe to bed, and ſhuts the door. 


| L XI. : 
Thus big with hopes of what ſhall come to paſs, - 
She bids her huſband ſend the man and aſs ; 


I'll ride to Carmel, it ſhall not be vain, 
I'Il ſee the man of God, and come again. 


LXII. 


The ſteady huſband diſapproves her haſiite 

(Time ſpent in harveſt muſt be ſpetit in waſte) ; 

He bids his dame her haſty tour delay v 
Till the new moon, or elſe the Sabbath- day. 
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| LXIIL. . 
Ia faith ſhe's mounted, and in faith ſhe'll ride, 
When dame's in haſte ſne ſcorns to be deny A | 
Her preſent thoughts ſhe now delays to tell, 
Send me the man and aſs, it ſhall be well. 


LXIV. 
The yielding huſband urges no reply, 
Obeys her voice without a reaſon why ; 


*Tis vain to parley if her mind is bent, 
She gave command—the retinue is ſent. 


5 8 
She brings the ſaddle, and equips the 2, 
And bids her ſervant ride the ſwifteſt pace : 


Go forward, drive, nor dare to flack thy hand, 
Nor ſlack thy pace, except I give command. 


LXVI. 


The truſty man obeys the matron's will, 
And ends his ſtage on Carmel's ſacred hill: 
God ſent the prophet, to behold afar 

The weeping mother in the haſty car. 


LXV II. 


The man of God appears in ſome «ihe, 
And ſays—Gebazi, ſee that Shunamile ; 3 
Go now, 1 pray, and ſearch her welfare out, 
Her haſty viſit fills my mind with doubt. 

| 5 85 
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LXVIII. 


Say now unto ber I it well with thee ? 
Thy buſband alſo, tell me, bow is be? 2 
And if ſhe anſwers, as I hope ſhe will, 
Then kindly aſk her if ihe child is well. 


LXIX. 


Her errand to the man ſhe'll not declare, 
As ſhe could never ſee God's image there; 
She anſwers well, and to the prophet ran, 
She wants the maſter's aid, but not the man. 


LYS.. — 


„ pious prophet and the mother meet, "Jas 
While ſhe arreſts, and holds him by the feet ; 


The ſervant comes to thruſt the dame away, 


The prophet awes his violence to ſtay. 


LXXI. 


The ſurly ſervant lets the dame alone, 

And ſhe's too full of grief to make it known 
He ſays—ſhe's vexed, this I plainly ſee, 

But God has hid her grievous caſe from me. 


# 


; | LXXII. | 2 Ne 
The troubled mother breathes her honeſt plea— ' 


Did I, my lord, intreat a ſon of thee ? 


| Yea, I deny'd when thou the promiſe gave, 
I bid thee then beware and not deceive. 
| MER 
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LXXI 12 


The prophet's mind is now reliev'd from doubt, 


| By this he finds the matron's trouble out : 


No wonder ſorrow bows her drooping head, 


When God has ſtruck the . infant dead. 


IXxIv. 


The man of God admires her faith elde | 


Nor dares to raiſe a doubt upon her mind; 
As ſhe believ'd the child ſhould riſe again, 


He takes the work in hand—and-not in vain. 


LXXV. 


A pow'r that death itſelf can ne*er outface; 


Saint Paul obſerves, this woman conquer'd death, 


"Tis left recorded i in the acts of faith. 


LXXV I. 


Eliſha bids Gebazi come 1n haſte, 
Gird up thy loins, and run the ſwifteſt pace; 


Prepare to go, and ate my flaff in hand, 
Nor dare re the * man. 


IXXVII. 


When ſervants go with meſſages divine, 


They claim the whole attention of the mind; 7 
If any force their ſalutations vain, - 
Obey my voice,. /alute oy. nol FOR. 5 


Thrice happy ſoul! that's bleſs'd with ſuch a grace, 


+ 
=> 
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Make haſte to Shunem, enter there my room, 
Behold the dead, the fallen mortal's doom; 


Behold the corpſe is lying in my place, 
Lay thou my flaff upon the infant's face. 


LXXIX. 


In heart ſhe vow'd he ſhould not ſerve her ſo, 
T was thou at firſt occaſion'd all my woe, 
Thou ſhalt not thus deceive the Shunamite, 
Nor ſend me off with ſuch an hypocrite, 


- LXXX, 


| Deceive me not, for I am fully bent 
Thyſelf ſhall go, the ſender, not the ſent; 


By God that lives I'll make thee walk with me, 


And as * ſpirit lives I'll not leave thee. 


LXXXI. 


The woman urges, and the prophet yields, 
No ifs nor buts, in poſitives ſhe deals; 
The prophet roſe, the woman leads the van, 
And both purſue the path the ſervant ran. 


LXXXI. 

Gchazi ſteps with haſty ſtrides before, _ 

To gain applauſe, he aims at nothing more; 
His vain attempts may make the woman laugh, 
She knew his faich was in his maſter” s ſtaff, 
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| Ii. 


He lays the ſtick upon the baby's face, 

And hopes to fix it on the proper place; 
His ſlight of hand proclaims his ſad miſtake, 
He comes, and cries, tbe child is not awake. 


LXXXIV. 


This cry repens the troubled Shunamite, 

She ſaw her judgment of the man was right; 
And wonders much how he could try the e 
And 8 the Ore ſhould be plagu'd with him, 


1 8 


LXXXV, 


Thus hypocrites appear in falſe diſguiſe, 

And think they vail the wiſdom of the wile; 
He fawns and feigns, but ſtill engenders doubt, 
The babe in N will feel the PR out. 


LXXXVI. 


They learn the actions of the righteous ſaint, 
And wear the garb as harlots wear their paint; 
But if they preach, or if they join in pray'r, 

Do what they will, the ſerpent will appear. 


LXXXVII 


So he attempts to raiſe the infant dead, 

But looks no higher than the ſtaff he laid; 

The mother hates the mimic's vain appearing, 
. And 1 cries out, there's neither voice nor hearing. 
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LXXXVIII. 


The rev'rend fire attains his journey's end, 
Where to the room ſhe built ſhe leads her friend ; 
The prophet ſees his long deſerted bed, 

And in his place he finds the infant dead, 


L. 


He's mov'd to feel the weeping mother's grief, 
His ſoul's engag'd to bring her ſome relief; 
He ſeems confirm'd the child ſhall riſe again, 
The door be cloſes on the praying twain. 


þ © = Th 


The bern prophet calls upon the Lord, 
And begs the ſoul he took might be refer d; 


Then he returns, and travels to and fre, 


To watch if God would ſend it back or no. 
cl. 


He goes again, and lays upon the child, 
His mind is agitated all the while; 
He graſps his hands, he meets bis mouth and eyes, 
While faith commands, and bids the dead ariſe. 


| XCII. 
What faith demands Jehovah will perform, 
The prophet feels the corpſe is getting warm z 
He then return'd, and to the houſe he went, 
The penſive mother waits the ſtrange event. 
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XCII. 


Again the prophet to the chamber goes, 
And on the corpſe himſelf again he throws; 

He ſtill expects to bring the dead to life, 

But finds a cope with death a ſtubborn ſtrife. 


XCIV. 
At laſt the infant /ev's times it ſneez'd, | 
The prophet heard it, and his mind was eas'd; 
He looks again, and ſees the dead ariſe, 
The ſleeping corpſe had open'd both his eyes. 


XCV. 


The man 101 God beholds it with 8 
And bids his ſervant call the Shunamite; | 
With pregnant hope ſhe to the chamber run, 
The prophet points, and bids her take her ſon. 


XCVI. 


She ſees the A and on the 8 ſhe fell 
(The triumphs gain'd by grace are hard to tell): 
Her unbelief muſt now again retreat; 

Her ſoul's ſurrender'd at the prophet” s feet. 


xoylI. 


She EY up, 3 to hs infant goes, 


Whoſe ſad departure cauſed all her woes; 
With joy and grief her tender bowels yearn, 
While love to God begins afreſh to burn. 
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XCVIII. 


| Like one bewilder'd, or in penſive thought, 


She takes the infant back the prophet brought ; 
With warm affections, and with thoughts devour, 


She hugs the darling, and conveys him out. 


A. 


Such ſouls as theſe the great Jehovah law'd, 

By ſuch he ſpreads his wond'rous fame abroad; 

While future ſaints, who in ſuch paths have trod, 
Admire the myſtic ways that lead to God. | 


C. 


In this we ſee how each event agreed, 

To lead the matron to the promis'd ſeed; 
Both centric and eccentric wheels conſpire, 

And each in motion rais'd her faith the higher. 


CI. 


Firſt God directs the prophet's wand'ring feet, 

And ſhe with him promiſcuouſly ſhall meet; 
Her mind's impell'd to entertain the man, 

And this ſhall bring to light the myſtic plan. 


CII. 


She muſt attend the prophet's words divine, 
While God impreſs'd them on the woman's mind ; 


I be prophet goes at his appointed hour, 


But not the word, nor the impulſive pow'r, 
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CiII. 


She meditates to find his meaning out, 

And wiſh' d a ſecond viſit brought about; 
The ear of God attends to her complaint, 
TO e faith, again he ſends the ſaint. 


2 


By this encouragement ſhe's led to pray, 
And now believes he'll often come that way; 
She builds a room to entertain the ſire, 

And aims to catch the prophet's glowing fire. 


8 3 
Like pious Jacob, with his peeled rod, 
Stuck in the gutters where the flocks had trod, 


. While in a dream he ſees the horned ſire 
Beget the ſpotted and the ſpangled hire. 


CVI. 


So ſhe contrives to fix this little trap, . 

And cavght the lot of wiſdom in her lap; 
The prophet comes, approves her tender care, 
8 and promiſes a bleſſing * | 


CVII. 


HFle ſpeaks the words. tis God's immortal ſeed, | 
_ To help her faith, her barren womb ſhall breed; 
The time arrives—ſhe brings the infant forth, 
By which ſhe ſees her Saviour's future birth, 


THE SHUNAMITE. 


cum. 
In time ſhe's led to ſee redemption's plan, 
The way in which the Lord would ranſom man; 


God ſmites the child, her growing faith to try, 
While in the type faith ſees her Saviour die. 


CIX. 


In deep diſtreſs to Carmel ſhe'll repair; 

The wand'ring prophet is directed there; 
His ſympathetic ſoul muſt feel her grief, 
While faith ſhall prompt to ſeek divine relief. 


Ch 


Upon his knees he heav'n itſelf aſſails, 

That ſhe might ſee how faith with God prevails; 
He then parades, and eyes Jehovah's hand, 

To watch and pray is a divine command, 


cx. 


God never bade his ſervants ſeek in vain, 
He craves a ſoul departed back again; 


God hears his cry, the ſoul returns to priſon, - 
The joyful mother ſees a Saviour riſen. 


CXII. 


She now believes what Sadducees deny'd, 
The glorious truth which Deiſts now deride ; 
She's well confirm'd that God can raiſe the dead, 


| He's rais'd her ſon, and rais'd her drooping head. 
| i E 
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CXII. 


Her hope prolific teems with joys to come, 
She ſends her thoughts to meet the gen'ral doom; 
In hope divine my fleſp io duſt ſhall go, 

God rais d my ſon—he'll raiſe the mother too. 
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Dzar Six, 


F my heart was as ſteady in its motions as the 
huſband of the Shunamite, who could truſt 
every event till the new moon or Sabbath day, 1 
had deferred ſending this preſent till the beginning 
of months, or New-year's-day, at which ſeaſon 
preſents and compliments are much in faſhion ; 
then it might have ſerved for a New-year's gift— 
but our bleſſed Apoſtle lays no ſtone on a ſpringing 


well, nor fetters the tongue that is ſeaſoned with 


grace, though it be as full of motion as the hand 
of a ready writer. He tells us to be always 


aʒbounding in the work of the Lord, and to be in- 


ſtant in ſeaſon and out of ſeaſon ; and I believe en- 
tertaining the minds of God's people, and "— | 


A LETTER TO 


their thoughts employed about heavenly things, = 
is a work of the Lord. | 


If the Paſchal lamb was too big for an Iſraelitiſn 

family, the maſter was to invite his neighbour, as 
there were to be no fragments left for the next 
day—the morrow was to take thought for the 
things of itſelf. Job ſeems to obſerve the former 
rule—he eat not his morſel alone, If-I find a 
cluſter with a bleſſing in it, or get among the plea- 
ſant fruits that our beloved has laid up at our gates, 
I cannot ſleep till I have impriſoned: them on a bit 
of paper, nor reſt ſatisfied till they are packed up 
and ſent off to ſomebody, though I know I ſhall 
ſhortly be obliged to beg for more. Whatever be 
found under the prieſt's hand, of ſacred things, it is 
lawful to give it to thoſe of the houſhold, even to 
the ſhew-bread—for if the ſhew-bread prefigured 
the Saviour, we are to hold him forth in the word 
of life. If it prefigured the believer, we are to 
hold him up to God in prayer. A Chriſtian can 
never be too buſy. He that is ſluggiſnh in his pro- 
ſeſſion is ſent to the ant to learn her ways, and be 
wiſe—whoſe wiſdom lies in providing her food in 
the Summer—lI will not fay that by inſtinct ſhe is 
inſtructed to know there is a Winter, but it is clear 
that the beams of the ſun draw her forth to la- 
bour ; and her induſtry is equal to that of the 
huſbandman, who makes hay while the ſun ſhines. 
Nor is ſhe a whit behind him, ſeeing ſhe provideth 


her 


Mz. SANGSTER. * 


her meat in the ſummer, and 2.— ber food in the 
| . Prov. vi. 6. 


God has furniſhed his children with a multitude 
of teachers, if we could but obſerve them: A goſ- 
pel day is our ſummer and harveſt, in which the 
Sun of Righteouſneſs ſhines in our horizon—life and 
immortality is brought to light by the goſpel - which, if 
cordially received, is meat indeed. This wonderful 
leſſon is taught us by the inſtinct of the ant. 


The ſaving knowledge of God, and the invalu- 
able worth of the goſpel, is taught us by the in- 
ſtinct of the ox and the als—the ox knoweth bis owner, 
arid the aſs bis maſter's crib ; but Iſrael doth not know 
(either his God or his word), my N doth not con- 
fider, Iſa. i. 3. 


The viſitations of God in a preached goſpel, and 
the certainty of that goſpel being removed from us, 
or we removed from that to judgment by death, is 
taught us by the inſtinct of the ſtork, the turtle, the 
crane, and the ſwallow—yea, the flork in the heaven 
' knoweth ber appointed times; and the turtle, and the 
crane, and the ſwallow obſerve the time of their coming z 
but my people * not the judgment ef the Lord, 
Jer. viii. 7 


The danger that a ſoul is a to while out 
of Chriſt, the only rock of help the neceſſity of 
flying from the wrath to come—and the ſafety of 
thoſe that fly for ſhelter to the cleft of that Rock, 


F LETTER; &c 


Song ii. 14. is taught us by the inſtin& of the 
coney—4be conies are tut a feeble folk, yet make they 
their houſes in the rocks, Prov. xxx. 26. 


The nauſeous phariſaical hypocrite, that creeps 

into the church of God, and yet dares to hatch the 
cockatrice egg of free will, and weave the ſpider's 
web of ſelf-righteouſneſs, while he fits under the 
goſpel, Iſa. lix. 3. Job viii. 14. is pointed out by 
the bold and ſubtle inſtin& of the ſpider the ſpider 
taketh hold with her bands, and is in Kings palaces, 
Prov. xxx. 28. 


To be Mort The Chriſtian is taught to o be Fold 
by the lion, Prov. xxx. 30.— To be ſwift by the 
grey- bound, Prov. xxx. 31.— To be comely in his 
walk by the be-goat, Prov. xxx. 31.— To be wiſe by 
the /erpent.—To be induſtrious by the ant. —To cleave 
to the Rock of Salvation by the coney.— To be hea- 
venly minded and quick fighted by the eagle. — To be 
barmleſs by the dor. To know his Lord by the ox, 
Io cleave to the Lord's word by the 46. To fol- 
low the light and beat of the goſpel by the fwallow. 
—And to ſhun every rock of error by the ſkilful 
mariner, leſt he make ſhipwreck of faith. 


I am, Dear Sir, your, &c. 


WILLIAM HUNTINGTON. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


I, 


BLE SS are the loving twain that walk the road 
That leads at laſt to Zion's bleſs'd abode ; 

The hallow'd path is like the ſhining light, 

By which they ſhun the glooms of endleſs night. 


II. 


The heedful traveller obſerves his path, | 
And ſeeks direction of his Lord by faith 
His mind compos'd upon his maſter's ftaid, 
He feels him out, and finds his heay'nly aid. 


In. 
This myſtic path he walks in filial fear, 
And finds no brute, no rav'nous monſter there; 


None but the ſaint can walk this milky way, 
The child of darkneſs ſhuns the heavenly ray. 


lv. 


At each by-path he'll ſtop, he'll pray, and wait, 
Till Chriſt appears, and makes the crooked firaight; 
Leſt the wayfaring ſoul ſhould trip or ſtray, 
| He bids us take the tumbling blocks away. 

8 : 4 
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V. 


um de bemodns Nis 166, * 


Till he erects the ſtandard of the croſs ; 
Again he travels,-void of doubt or fear, 
While he diſcerns Jehovah's banner there. 


- - 
VI, . 


Upon this path 10 fool all ever err, 5 


Becauſe Jehovah is his guide and cure; : | 
All roughs and mounts that Satan dares to throw, 


God — the one, and * the otber low. 


"M 


vin. | 


The 3 32 map, by which he 3 che way, | 


And while he walks by that, he cannot ſtray; _ 
He follows thoſe whoſe ſouls are now with God, 
And HIVES the ſteps that ancient _ have rod. 


| Jehovah ſays that ſuch ſhall dwell alofe, | 
And ſee the promis'd land, though diſtant off; 3 


The King immortal he by faith ſhall ſpy, 
And ſee his beauty with a "IR eye. 


The hoſt of heaven guard him on the way, 
Nor leave their charge till he's in endleſs day; 


His bleſs'd Redeemer travels by his fide, 
Nor is his wanted preſence long deny'd. 


 FOSTSCREPT 


= 


At length he finds he's ne er to end his race, 
And eyes the great reward that comes by grace; 
His ſhatter'd frame is bow'd upon the bed, 
While a arms divine ſupport the drooping head. 


= WM 
Uis buſy faith maintains her mighty hold, 
While hope expects the viſion to unfold ; 


The ſnares of death invade the heav'nly mind, 
But through the gloom faith ſęes a beam divine. 
| = 

The fleſh unpanoply'd will fear the ſtroke, 
The ſoul to lend it help will God invoke ; 


The bleſſed Saviour own'd, when low and meck, 
| 8 but tbe ſieſb is weak. 


41 


If beart and fleſl through fear of death ſhould fail, 


The Spirit breathes a ſtrong and heav'nly gale ; 
To anſwer pray'r the Lord appears at length, 


He feeds the mind, and props the heart with ſtrength. 


XIV. 


If fuck with grief, or rack'd with a pain, 
To make his bed the Lord will not diſdain: 
His tender aid ſhall bear his ſpirit up, 

His end is peace, his fleſh ſhall reſt in hope. 


i 
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| XV. 

Ati laſt he breathes the ripen'd ſpirit forth, 
Gock takes the ſoul who gave it firſt its birth; 
To heav'n it flies, the angels bear it in, 
And thus he ends his journey and his ſin. 
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